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| FALLING MINISTER. 


B LIND to an artful Boy's inſidious wiles, 
Wu reſts the Genius of the Quzzn or IsLEs ?— 

Whilſt LI BERT in irons ſounds th” alarm, 

Why hangs ſuſpence on VigTue's coward arm ?— 

Whilſt Tyxanwy prepares her jails and thongs, 

Why ſleeps the ſword of Jus ric o'er our wrongs ! — 

Oh! meanly founding on a Father's fame, 

To Britain's higheſt ſeat a daring claim; 

Oh! if thy race one bluſh could ever boaſt, 

And that lorn ſign of Virtue be not loſt ; | 

Now on thy viſage let the ſtranger bs, 

And glow for deeds that bid an Empire mourn, 


A 2 Drawn 
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Sick at the name of R 
The name abhorr'd by POT $ ſhrinking ear, 
I draw reluctant from thy venal throng, 


— ; [ 2 ] 
Drawn from a Garret by the Rovar. Sine, 
Warm'd like the viper by his friendly fire, 
What hath thy gratitude ſublimely done ?— 
Fix'd, like the ſnake, thy fang upon the Son / 


Yes—thou moſt gen'rous Youth, thy hoſtile art 


Hath lodg'd a pois'nous ſhaft in BrrTain's Heart! 
Thy arm hath dragg'd the column to the ground, 


The ſacred wonder of the realms around! 


To make ſnug, comfortable habitations 


For thee and all thy pitiful relations. 
Barbarian-like—how like thoſe ſons of ſpoil, 


Whoſe impious hands on hallow'd ſtructures toil— 


Baſe throng, that through PauuvzA's Temple digs, 
To Wem a * for themſelves and pigs! 


Oh! if Ambition prompts thy ſoaring ſoul 


Jo live the theme of future times with R-LLE; 


Thrice happy Youth, like His ſhall ſhine thy name, : 
Who gave th* Epheſian wonder to the flame! 


. (t to thee 4 dear) 


And give it mention, though it blaſts my ſong. 


How 


4 


How couldſt thou bid that R-LLE, deſpis'd by all, 
On helpleſs. beauty like a maſtiff fall: 

Then meanly to correct the brute pretend, 

And claim the merit of the * FAIR One's Friend ? 
Art thou the YouTH on whom the Virtues ſmile ? 
The boaſted Saviour of our ſinking Ile? _ 
O'er ſuch, OBL1vion, be thy wing diſplay'd!_ 
Oh! waft them from the gibbet to thy ſhade! 


Yet what expect from thee, whoſe icy breaſt, 
A ſtranger to their charm, the Loves deteſt 
_ Thee, oer whoſe heart their faſcinating pow'r 
Neer knew the triumph of one ſoft'ned hour? 
To give thy flinty ſoul the render figh, 
Vain is the radiance of the brighteſt eye! 
In vain for thee of beauty blooms the roſe: 
In vain the ſwelling boſom ſpreads its ſnows 
5. eſe hh thou, againſt the ſex to ſtrive- 
Dead to thoſe charms that keep the world alire! 


In vain thy malice pours its frothy tide 
In vain the virtues of thy Prince to hide 


* A moſt wanton and illiberal attack made by this man on 


Mrs. F-h——t, in the Houſe of Commons, exceeds al pre» 


__ cedent. 


Thou 
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Hatch'd by the baſe r-b— 


E 
Thou and thy Imps, to dim his riſing ray, 
Urge clouds on clouds to thwart the golden day! 


Mad teil !—I ſee his Ox; ſuperior paſs, 
That ſmiles triumphant on the ſable maſs. 


O ——! a Siſter Kingdom damns thy deeds, 
And pities hapleſs Britain as ſhe bleeds. 
HiBERNIA ſcorns each meanly treach'rous art 


—=n of thy heart, 
That crawls an aſpic bloated black with fate, 
'To pour a dire contagion through the State. 
She, with an honeſt voice, her Prince approves, 
And nobly truſts the virtues that ſhe loves; 


Deteſts a bangman's unremitting toil 


To break upon the wheel a happy Ille; 
Who yet to puſh the guilt and folly further, 
Suborns Addreſſes to applaud the mutther ! 


Who but muſt laugh to ſee thy boaſted friends, 5 


On whoſe poor rotten trunks thy all depends ! 


See Burz's mean Paraſite, thy ſpaniel, creep, 


Whoſe Argus? eyes of av'rice never ſleep; 


A cloſe State leech, who ſticking to the nation, 


As adders deat to Honour's execration, 


Sucks from its throat the blood by night, by day, 


Nor till the Mate expires will drop ay. 
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Yet ſee another FEN D, with ſcowling eye, 
Who draws from NaTuRE's ſoul her deepeſt figh ; 
Aſham'd her hand ſhould uſher into light 

What Fate fhould whelm with everlaſting night! 


Loſt by his arts, behold the beauteous Map t, 


Whom InNoceNce herſelf could ne'er upbraid, 
Sunk a pale victim to the gaping tomb, 


Whilit all but He with grief ſurvey'd her doom 7 


Whoſe heart diſdain'd to teel—whoſe eye ſevere, 


Compaſſion never melted with a tear! 


Yet left in ſilence to himſelf alone, 

Aghaſt he heaves the conſcience-wounded groan 
At evry ſound how horror heaves the ſigh! 
How dangers thicken on his ſtraining eye! 


He ſees her Phantom, form'd by treach'rous Love, 
Droop in the grot, and pine amid the grove: 
He marks her mien of woe, her cheek ſo pale, 


And trembles at her ſhrieks that pierce the gle 
At night's deep noon what fears his ſoul invade! 


How wild he ſtarts amidſt the ſpecter'd ſhade! 


+ The melancholy cireumſlance alluded to here, the family of 
Dr. Lynch, of Canterbury, can beſt explain. | 
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Had not 1 known thee, - 
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EP” 
And dreading ev'ry hopeleſs hour the __. 
He hears the call of DEArn in ev'ry blaſt ! - 


Such are thy Colleagues , O thou patriot Boy! 
Whole heads and hearts thy virtues dare employ ; 
Who, crouching at * r like bloodhounds 


wait | 
To faſten on the vitals of the State! 


Such are the miſcreants who would rule the alt 4 


Such the black pirates that would ſeize the helm! 


That, bleſt to ſee, the State to atoms torn, 
Hell with ber hoſt had drawn each damned plan, 


And for the murder nurs d thy dark Divan. 


Speak —Hath thy heart with mad ambition fir'd, 
Like CROMWELL' 8 hot for ou 'r, wo 3 af. 
pir'd ! 2 = 36 RTE 


Then may that young, old trait rous boſon feel | 
The rapid vengeance of ſome virtuous ſteel ;. 


Or what, to boſoms not quite flint, is + 5 
_ Heav'n with hoary age a Rebel curſe 


by * 7 


4 We muſt not forget, however, Meſſieurs their Graces of 
R. G. and Harry D. cum Plurimis allis, though they have not 


the honour of being mentioned in our poetical calendar. 
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—, the Muſe had {worn, 


: : 


C's 1 


From ſweet ſociety behold. him torn, 


Fl 


Condemn'd, like Cain, to walk the world forlorn. | 


Thus rous'd to anger for my Country's wrong, 
The Mule for yengeance panting pour'd her ng 


But, ah! in vain I wiſh'd the bleſſing mine, 
To plant a ſcorpion's ſting in evry line. 


, 
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Now Prudence gently pull'd the Poet's ear, 
And thus the Daughter of the Buuz-zv'd Maip +, 

In Flatt* ry's ſoothing ſounds, divinely ſaid, 

„ O PRTER! eldeſt born of Paozsus, hear 


cc Whoſe verſe could raviſh Kings, relax the claw 


* Of that gaunt, hungry ſavage chriſten'd Law— 
Indeed thou wanteſt worldly wiſdom, PeTE R, 


a 


„ To mix a little oftner with thy metre— 


& Lo! f thine eye Dane For: TUNE'S ſmile pur- 
Fw 


« To oily adulation prompt the Musk. 


Give for the future all thy rhymes to praiſe ; 


“ Strike to the glorious PiTT thy ſounding lyre— 
« Thy head may then be crown'd with WarToN's 
- 6 bays," „ . 

ys And mutton twirl with ſpirit at the fire,” 


+ Minerva. 
B 6 PrU« 


With purs d- up, puritanic mouth | ſo prim, 
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« PRUDENCE,“ quoth I, indeed indeed I can't— 
“Don't aſk me to turn rogue and ſycophant!? 


Now with a ſmile, firſt couſin to a grin, 
Damz PrUDENCE anſwer'd, bridling up her chin— 
“ Sweet, harmleſs, pretty, conſcientious Pigeon ! 
ec « Ah! PETER, well I ween thou art not rich 
<« Know that thou'lt die like beggars in a ditch— 
Know, too, that Hunger is of no religion. 


« Sit down and make a Horace imitation, 
< Like Porz, and let the ſtanza glow . 
«© With praiſe of Me effieurs P1tTT and Co. 
The preſent worthy Rulers of the Nation.“ 


Thus ſpoke DAuR PRupENcx to the BAR of Whim; 
Who, with politeneſs ſeldom running O'er, 

For inſpiration ſcratch'd his tuneful ſconce, 

To pleaſe Dams ORAcLE, for once 

A Dame, ſome ſay, he never ſaw before. 
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IMITATION OF HORACE, 
ODE XI. BOOK 1) 


On Meſeurs PITT and C O. 


M USE, having dropp'd Sir JOSEPH and the 
19 Kine, 
What ſort of gentry ſhall we deign to ſing? 
What high and mighty name that all adore ? 
What miniſterial wight that bribes each CT, 
Wolf. like to howl for homage to Kine PitrT, 
And ſet each ſmoky alehouſe in a roar; 
That ſends to counties, borough- towns, his crimps, 
Alias his vote-ſeducing pimps, Fo - 
To bribe the mob with brandy, beer, and ſong, 1 
To put their greaſy fiſts to Court Addreſſes, 
Full of profeſſions kind, and ſweet careſſes, | 
And with a fiddle lead the logs along. 


Shall DorxroRD, king of wine, and mum, and 

perry, 

Be crown'd with lyric bays, with Maſter Makkr; 
03 - Two 
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Two ſages who, in diff'rent places born, 
Crick LANE and Brack-Boy ALLEY did adorn ? 


* 


Or, Muſe, ſuppoſe we ſing Kino PITT himſelf, 
The greateſt man on earth—a cunning elf, 

Who driveth, Jznv-like, the CHURCH and STATE: 
And, next to Royal PiTT, we'll ſing the Dams, 


Of open, gen'rous, charitable fame, 


Lamenting fad a Monarcn's hapleſs fate: 


Who, though transfix' d by Sorrow's dart ſo cruel, 


So prudent, numbers each bank note and jewel! 


Nor ſhall we by old Bacchus WeymouTH paſs, 
A jolly fellow o'er his glaſs—— 

Nor, SWELLENBERG, ſhalt thou a ſhrimp appear, 
Whoſe palate loves a dainty diſh, _ 

Whoſe teeth in combat ſhine with fleſh and fiſh, 
Whoſe Strelitz ſtomach holds a butt of beer; 5 
Who ſoon ſhalt keep a faleſhop for good places, 

For which fo oft the people ſquabble, 
From gaping Coblers to their gaping Graces, 
And thus provide for great and little rabble. 


| PII ſing how calmly C——x takes the bi, 
And trots ſo mildly under MASTER PirT; 


0 And 


— 


1 
And TH——w, too, whom none but PiTT could 
tame, 
Who, bleſt with Maſter ue s fineſt ſaddle, 
No longer makes our brains with neighing addle— 
No longer now Jos's war horſe ſnorting flame; 
But that flow Brute whom few or none revere, - 
Fam'd for his fine baſe voice and length of ear; 


Yet now ſo gentle, you may ſmooth his = 

Poor CH--C-LLOR * will make no riot g 
Calm in his ſtall his aged limbs repoſe, 

And pleas'd he eats his oats and hay in quiet ! 
This Pair, ſo tame, amid the courtier throng, | 
Shall drag their Maſter William's coach along, 
And raiſe the wonder of the million ! 

Juſt like two bull- dogs in a country town, 
That gallop'in their harneſs up and down, 
With Monstzurs Monkey for poſtilion. 


We'll ſing the Brothers of our loving Queen, 
Fine hungry, hearty youths as e er were ſeen; 
Who, if once try'd, would ſhine, I make no doubt 
And chiefly he who merits high rewards, 
Who, wriggling to the Hanoverian guards, 
Kept the poor Princes of Brunswick out, 


The name of the horſe. 


Although _ 


ll! E 14:4 
THild Although ſo brave a Prince, and ſpilt his blood 
1 ih! So freely for the King of England's * good. 


if We'll ſing, too, Maſter R-LLz, who, fond of fame, 
i © High-daring, from the land of dumplings came, 
11. To bear the MinisTER—to be his aſs— 

Like Confror BALAAu's reas'ning brute, 
x That carry'd BALAAM, BaLax tg falute, 
| I And curſe the Iſraelites, alas! 


b And lo! as did the Lord —— 

It Who op'd the mouth of BALAAu's beaſt; 

| So hath our Lord, Squire Prrr, upon my word, 
Op'd MasrER R-LLE's, to give the houſe a feaſt ! 


Yet, hang it! Dev'nsrirs is by Aram + beat 
1 A circumſtance that wrings the Poets ſoul - 
Lit. For BaLaam's Jackaſs made a ſpeech quite neat, 

Which never yet was done by PiTT's poor R——. 
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Or ſhall 1 ſing old Connwarr's death, 
Or fierce Sir BuLLrAcE, who reſign'd his breath 


4 | * 'This 1s ſcarcely credible, but it is nevertheleſs true. The 
g ; Prince of Brunſwick's Genius was forced to yield to the ſupe- 

3: rior one of the Queen's Brother. 

1 | | b 17 Balaam's Country Seat. 


L 9 1 
With Brother CorNwALL in the ſelf-ſame year— 
A downright bear! 


Who bade a Monarcn, like a 4 at ſchool, 
Not ſpend his money like a f 


We too might ſing the King of Swine, 
Sir JoszPH : peerleſs in the fat'ning line. 


We' too may BRUDENELL ſing, who, ſome time 
ſince, | 
Admir'd and lov'd, ador'd and prais'd his PRINCE; ; 
Follow'd him, ſpaniel-like, about; 


Swore himſelf black, poor fellow, in the face, 
That he would ten times rather loſe his place 


Than leave him — Thus ſaid he with phiz devout: 


But when it came to | pais His Hicaness try'd him, 
This falſe ArosTLE, PETER like, deny'd him! 


We'll ſing Lon GALLOWAY, a man of note, 
Who turn'd his Taylor, much enrag'd away, 


' Becauſe he ſtitch'd a ſtar upon his coat 


So ſmall, it ſcarcely threw a ray 


Whereas he wiſh'd a planet huge to flame, 


To put the moon's full orb to ſhame— 
He wanted one ſo large, with rays ſo thick, 


As to eclipſe the ſtar of Sir JohN Dick! 


Sir 


1% 1 
Sir 4 who got his ſtar, ſo bright and ſtout, 
For making ſuper. excellent four krout *, | 


Or, Muſe, ſuppoſe we ſing the SP--KER'S Mig, 
In which, 'tis ſaid, a world of wiſdom lies; 
Which, to a headpiece ſcarcely worth a fig, 


Importance gives, that greatly doth ſurpriſe, 1 ; 
When through the chaos of the houſe he bawls 1 
For ORDER that oft flies St. Stephen's walls; 
Drivn by a hoſt of ſcrapes, and hawks, and hums, 

And blowing noſes, that diſtract her drums. 


1 | For, Muſe, we can't well ſing poor 1 s head, 
5 Becauſe it wanteth eyes —imperfect creature — 
Again—its lining hap *neth to be lead 
Such are the whimſicalities of Nature; ; 
And thus this ſpeaking headpiece is, no doubt, 
As dark within as certes "tis without / | 


Yet was this Youth proclaim'd a pretty ſprig, 

A very promiſing, a thriving twig, 

That by his parents dear was ſaid would be, - 
In time, a Nerf comely tree, | 


„This honour of the ſtar was really conferred on him by the 
Eurkss or Russ1a for furniſhing the Ruſfian fleet, in the 


Mediterrancan, with the above cabbage manufacture, to ſharpen 
their courage for a maſſacre of the poor Turks, ; 


4 And | 
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And what thoſe parents dear would alſo ſuit, 

Produce enormous quantities of fruit, 

By God's good grace, and much good looking af 
ter— OF | 

A thought that now convulſeth us with laughter ? 


Suppoſe we chaunt old WIL LIs and his whip, 
At which the human hide revolts ; 

Who bids, like graſshoppers, his pupils Kip, 

And breaks mad gentlemen like colts ; 

Or trains them, like a pointer, to his hand— 
And ſuch the mighty Conjuror's command, 
He, by the magic of ſticks, ropes, and eyes, 
Commands wild Folly t to be tame and wiſe. 


Or grant we throw away a verſe or two '- 
Upon the BRDCHAuRER's moſt idle Imps— 
Thoſe Lords of gingerbread—a gaudy crew, 
Sticking together juſt like ſocial ſhrimps ; 
Regardleſs who the State Coach drives, 
80 they may lead good merry, lazy lives; 
Pleas'd e&'en from devils to receive their Pays 
$0 they, like moths, they flutter life away ! | 


5 ſhall the Houſe of Commons rule, 
And eke of poor INcURABLEs the ſchool; 
—— we 


1 1 2 
And pour on ſuch the vengeance of his MM 


As meanly think of Hasrinos and the 
Or di monds Prrr and Co. ſhall largely feaſt, 


Knock down the Nabobs, and exhauſt the Eaſt! 


© Lavy! whoſe great wiſdom thinketh fit 


To ſpread thy petticoat o'er WILLIA PITT! 
This WILLIAM PiTT and Thou, without a joke, 


Will turn out moſt extraordinary folk! 


: PTT and the PeTTICOAT ſhall rule together, 


Each with the other vaſtly taken; 45 


Make, when they chuſe, or fair or filthy weather, 


And cut up kingdoms juſt like bacon. 


* * " 


THUS having finiſh'd, PRupENck, with a ſtare, 
Exclaim d, Rank irony—thou wicked Poet.“ 


Quoth I, My little Preſbyterian Fair, 


& ] know It,” 


« Ah!” quoth the Dame again, with lifted eyes, 
„ When will this ſtupid world be wiſe?” 


e Ah! had the PRINCE his proper int'reſt felt, 
66 And like BUCEPHALUS, the tamous, knelt 
- T6 
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. « To take PIT AlEXAMDER on his back, 
* might have ambled prettily along, 
« And very rarely felt his Rider's thong 
„ Juſt now and then a gentle ſmack, 
T” inform his Royal colt what Being rode him, 
And with ſuch A beſtrode ** 


* 
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ce 
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« ba His Hie but Wucht d to coop, 
„ With Hear' n- born PitTT he might have eat his 
„ ſoup, | 

Joy'd i in the full poſſeſſion of his iter, 
And with his ſervant ſhar'd the loaves and fiſhes !” 


AQ 
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ODE 


| ODE XII. Lib. I. Ad AUGUSTUM. 


'$ EM virum aut heroa lyra vel acri 
Tibia ſumes celebrare, Clio ? 
5 Luem deum? cujus recinet jocoſa 


. a | . 
1 3 Nomen imago, 
i 


3 Aut in umbrofis Heliconis oris, 

'F Aut ſuper Pindo, gelidove in Hæmo? 
0 l 8 nde wocalem temere inſequute 

9 Orphea ſyluæ, 


= Arte materna rapidos morantem 


Fluminum lapſus, celereſque ventos, 
Blandum & auritas fidibus canoris 
Ducere quercus. 
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Quid rig us dicam foli ts Parentis 
Laudibus? qui res hominum ac deorum, 


Rui mare & terras, variiſque mundun 
Temperat horis ? 
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Unde nil majus generatur ipſo, 
Nec viget quidguam ſimilè aut ſecundum : 
Proximos illi tamen occupavit 


Pallas honores. 
= Prelius 


1 
Prælius audax neque te filebo - I z 
Liber, & ſevis inimica virgo 5 
» Belluis : nec te metuende certa, 
© Phabe, ſaggitta. 


Dicam & Alceiden ; pueroſque Lede, 
Hunc equis, illum ſuperare pugnis . th 
Nobilem : quorum fimul alba nautis _ 
Stella refulſit, 


Defluit ſaxis agitatus humor: 
Concidunt venti, fugiuntque nubes: 
Et minax, quod fic voluere, ponio 
INE VVV 


Romulum poft hos prius, an quietum 
Piompili regnum memorem, an ſuperbos 
Tarquini faſces, dubito, an Catonis 

VVWio.ÿile lethum. 


# ; 
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13 . Regulum, & Scauros, animæque nagnæ 

Prodigum Paulum, ſuperante Pœno, 
Gratus inſigni referam Camæna, 
FTlabriciumue. 


Hunc, & incomtis Curium capillis, 
Diilem bello tulit, & Camillum 
Seva paupertas, & avitus apto 
Cum lare fundus. 


Oreſcit 


L 
Creſcit occulto velut order o 


Fama M artelli: micat inter onnes 


Julium ſidus, velut inter .omnes 
= 8 Luna minores. 


Gentis humane pater atque 2 


Orte Saturno; tibi cura nagni 
Caſaris fatis data: tu Jecundo 
Cæſare regnes. 


Die ſeu Parthos Latio imminentes 
Egerit juſto domitos triumpho, 
Sive ft ubjedTos Orientis orie 

8 eras bad Indos : : 


Te minor latun reget * orbem : 

Tu gravi curru quaties Olympum, 

Tu parum caſis inimica_mittes © 
Fulmina lucis. 1 


- I 


THE END. 
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